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I write sexy romances.  I used to publish under xleglover and Flash of Stocking on various sites.

My stories are romances, so they explore the feelings, emotions and relationships of the characters.  My stories are also erotica, so the sex scenes are explicit.  Often very explicit.  

My stories have an emotional edge to them.  The characters have thrilling adventures, but there’s pain there too, at least for some of them.  

I try to write stories that seem like real life.  Yes, the situations are extreme, but I hope you come away thinking, “Yes, I can see how that might happened.”

My wife is my muse, the love of my life.  She is the Jennifer in my stories, the Sarahs, the Zoeys, the Jess’s.

You can find my books wherever e-books are sold.  If you’d like to join my mailing list or would like to send me a question or feedback, please email me at peteandrews1701@gmail.com.  
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CHAPTER 1
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THIS BOOK 10 BEGINS immediately after the end of book 9
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JEN’S HOOKUP WITH CAM that weekend seemed to open up her relationship with him.  It firmly turned the switch in her head – I thought of it as the Jenny switch – to ON.  After that, any reluctance she had hooking up with him seemed to disappear.  

With Anna in pre-school, Jen had a big block of time every day when she was free.  Each day from mid-morning (when she dropped Anna off at school) to early afternoon (when she picked her up).  Jen began seeing Cam two or three times a week.  Usually, they hooked up after working out at the gym, but sometimes they skipped the gym and went straight to his apartment.

I felt anxious with my wife spending so much time with another man.  From what Jen said, I knew they were doing more than fucking.  They talked politics a lot, since Cam was a political blogger.  They also talked sports, since they were both athletes, and they also talked about having fun times, since Cam was a bartender and Jen liked partying.  In other words, they had more in common than just sex, and that both scared and thrilled me.

Jen never pushed it though.  She was always home when I got home, playing with Anna or making dinner.  Looking at her, you couldn’t tell she’d been with her lover earlier.  Jen always showered before picking up Anna, because she obviously didn’t want the teachers and other moms smelling sex on her.  And by the time I got home, she was back in her typically “mom” clothes, often jeans or yoga pants with a simple loose top.

But I could always tell when she’d been with Cam.  She might look the same, but she smelled different after showering in his apartment, since she was left to use his masculine toiletries like his Axe soap and body lotion.  And there was always a glow about her after being with Cam.  Maybe it was NRE, or post orgasmic bliss.  Probably both.  Either way there was always an extra bounce in her step after being with Cam.

And I could always tell later that night, when we were in bed and making love.  Because her pussy was always red and swollen after being with Cam.  Loose too.  Being inside her when she was that loose always drove me crazy with lust!

It was a few weeks after our camping trip.  Jen had been with Cam earlier that day.  It was the third day in a row that week.  Their affair was now in its second month, and I still had not watched them have sex.  I did want to see them together of course, but it was difficult to arrange since Cam didn’t know I knew.  I was okay with it though because I knew we’d set something up eventually.  For now, I was content with the pillow talk after.  I actually was more concerned with how much Jen was seeing Cam.  3 days in a row was a lot.  

We were on our sides.  Jen was looking into my face.  “You’re upset,” she said.

“Not upset,” I told her.  After a moment’s hesitation, I said, “You’re seeing a lot of Cam.”  

“You’re upset I’m seeing him so much?”

“I’m not upset,” I said again.  “I’m just making an observation.”

“Well ... actually I don’t see him that much,” Jen said.  

“Today was 3 times this week,” I pointed out.

“Yes but, we work out first, and I shower after, so really it’s just a couple hours each time,” Jen said.

“Okay ...,” I said.  This logic was what I called Jen Math. My stomach was still churning because 2 hours each day was still a lot of time, and on top of that they worked out together.  It was more alone time we got usually, since we had Anna.  “Does Cam shower with you?” I asked.

“No,” Jen said.  “He wants to, but I won’t let him.”

“Why?”

“It’s a line I don’t want to cross,” she explained.

I stared at my wife.  Was I hearing right?  She had to draw lines in the sand, or else risk falling in love with Cam?  

My throat was suddenly dry, and my cock was stirring back to life.  “So, you’re afraid to shower with him, because it’s too intimate, and you don’t want to fall in love?” I asked.

Jen laughed.  It wasn’t a ha-ha or mocking laugh, it was more like a “you’re so crazy” laugh.  “You’re so the king of mixed signals,” she said with a grin at me. “You’re upset at how much time I spend with him, but then you get hot because I’m trying to keep my distance.”

My erection was poking against her thigh.  She reached down and wrapped her hand around my hard shaft.  “Right?” she asked, grinning at me as she slowly stroked me up and down.

“Yes, okay, you’re right,” I admitted.

Jen smiled at me, then softly kissed me.  “No, I’m not worried about falling in love with Cam,” she said.  “I only love you.  Just you.  Okay?  But yes, I am keeping my distance.  Because eventually this’ll end, and I don’t want Cam to be hurt, and I don’t want to be hurt.  Do you understand Mike?”

“So, you have feelings for him?” I asked.

“Yes baby.  Of course I do.  It’s never just about sex.  There’s always feelings involved,” Jen said.  She gave me a kiss to reassure me.  “But there are all kinds of feelings.  I’m crushing on Cam, I admit that.  He’s exciting, I like being with him, he’s awesome in bed.  But I’ve learned some things, so I know what’s like, and what’s love.  I know the difference.  I like Cam.  I love you.  See?  Big difference.”  She kissed me again and said “Okay?”

“Okay,” I told her.  I felt reassured.  But I also felt disappointed.  Part of the game was risk.  Because Jen was holding back, she was taking away a lot of the risk.  It was like someone telling you the ending of a movie.  If you know ahead of time the heroes are gonna survive, it takes away a lot of the fun of the movie.  

“If you know the difference between like and love, then why the no shower rule?” I asked.  “And why do you refused to call him your boyfriend?”  A few times I’d referred to Cam as her boyfriend.  Each time Jen quickly said he was not her boyfriend.  

“Because boyfriend means something,” Jen explained.  “It means there’s a possibility of something more.  But there’s no possibility Mike.”

“But people throw around boyfriend and girlfriend all the time, and it doesn’t mean anything,” I said.  “And it gets me hot calling him your boyfriend.”

“Okay, whatever, we’ll call him my boyfriend,” Jen said with a laugh.

I looked into Jen’s eyes and said, “And it gets me hot thinking about Cam showering with you.  Washing your hair.  Looking into your eyes as he rubs soap on your body.  You washing his body.  Don’t you want that?  I know you do.”

Jen looked back into my eyes, but she wasn’t looking at me.  Instead she was picturing herself being so intimate with Cam.  To her, that’s what showering together was.  Intimacy.  It might lead to sex, it might involve sex, but it wasn’t about sex.  It was about intimacy.  That’s what we did all the time.  We showered together.  She loved when I washed her hair, she loved washing each other, because it was about love for her.  It meant we loved each other. She used to shower with Scott because she thought she loved him.  Now I was telling her it was okay to shower with Cam, to play things out and see where things led.

Jen shuddered, then shook her head.  “God Mike you really push things,” she said in a soft voice.

“I just want things to be real,” I said.

“You want things to be dangerous,” Jen said.  “And I told you.  You have to trust me.  Both with what I do, and what I don’t do.”  With a half laugh, she added “Don’t worry.  There’ll be enough hurt for you with all the other stuff I’m doing.”

I got a taste of that hurt the next day.  I think Jen did it to make a point.  

Even though my commute to the City was long (over an hour each way), it was predictable.  I always caught the same train going and coming.  If I had to stay late I let Jen know.  So she always knew about when I’d be home.  

When I got home, I was surprised that Jen’s car wasn’t in the driveway.  We usually parked in the driveway because our garage was so cluttered.  Lately though, Jen had started parking in the garage after her dates with Cam, so the neighbors had no chance of seeing her do the walk of shame.  But that didn’t make sense really, because even if she hooked up with Cam earlier, she would’ve showered before picking up Anna.  So, there would’ve been no reason to park in the garage as she wouldn’t have looked “just fucked.”  Jen sometimes did things I didn’t understand.  It was like Jen Math.

After parking my car in the driveway, I looked into the garage through a window in the garage door.  There were 2 cars in the garage.  Jen’s, and another one I didn’t recognize.  It was an old beat up Buick.

I suddenly felt dread and excitement.  Was it Cam’s car?  Was he here?  But surely Jen wouldn’t bring him to our house, not with Anna here?

I opened our front door as silently as possible.  Immediately I heard moans.  Jen’s moans!  I couldn’t believe it!  She was fucking Cam with Anna here!

“Yes, right there, like that,” I heard Jen say.  Her voice was close.  They were in our family room, not the bedroom.  Where was Anna?

“You like it here?  This feel good?” I heard a man say.  It was the first time I’d heard Cam’s voice.  He had a deep masculine voice, gravelly and hard, the commanding voice a Game of Thrones’ warrior would have leading his soldiers into battle. 

“Yes, right there,” Jen said.  “Yeah Cammy, just like that.”

It was intoxicating to listen to them.  Hearing Jen call him “Cammy” sent a thrilling chill down my spine.  But I was angry too.  How dare she bring him into our house?  And where was Anna?

I stormed into the family room.  But then I stopped at what I saw.  Jen was on her back.  She was in casual clothes, skinny jeans and a peasant top.  Cam was kneeling on the floor.  One of her legs was raised with her calf resting on his shoulder.  He was rubbing the back of her thigh through the jeans, but his touch wasn’t sexual, it looked to be more therapeutic.

“You got a major knot here babe,” Cam said as he rubbed her thigh with his thumbs.  “I almost got it.”

A few moments later, Cam released Jen’s leg from his shoulder.  They both stood up.  “That feel better?” he asked.

Jen smiled at him and gushed, “It feels awesome!  You’ve got the magic touch!” She hugged him.  That’s when she saw me standing there in the foyer.

“Oh Mike, you’re home,” Jen said.  She quickly stepped away from Cam.  She said, “This is Cam.  You know, I told you about him, from the gym.”

“Yes,” I said tersely to my wife.  Then I looked at her lover.  Her boyfriend.  “Hello,” I said coldly.

Cam handled our greeting better than me.  Maybe because he had experience meeting the husbands of wives he fucked?  

“Hey man, nice to finally meet you,” he said cheerily.  “Mike, right?  I’m Cam.”  He offered his hand, and I shook it.  

Cam was a mountain of a man, even bigger in person.  He was probably 6’5” – I had to look up to talk to him.  And his body was so thick he literally blocked the sun coming in the windows.  

As Cam shook my hand, he looked into my face.  As he released my hand, he gave me a quick up and down look.  I felt like he was sizing me up.

I turned to Jen.  “Where’s Anna?” I asked.

“She’s at Steph’s,” Jen told me.  “I hurt my leg working out.  Cam came over to look at it.  Remember, I told you he’s a physical therapist?”

“Yes.  And a bartender and political blogger,” I said, turning back to Cam.  “A man of many talents,” I said to him.

“Just trying to find my place in the world,” Cam said with a big grin.  The grin seemed to hide a laugh behind it.  “Well T, I better head out,” he said to my wife.  

For a moment I didn’t know who he was talking to.  Who was T?  But then Jen said, “Wait a sec, I’ll show you out.”  She looked at me and said “Mike, can you go fetch Anna?  I’ve got dinner in the oven and I don’t want it to burn.”

I nodded slowly.  I said goodbye to Cam and walked to Blake’s house to get Anna.  As I walked, I wondered why Cam called my wife T.
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ONCE MIKE WAS GONE, I looked at Cam and he looked at me.  “I thought you said he was working late,” Cam said to me.

“That’s what I thought,” I said.

“Are you okay?” Cam said, stepping towards me and looking concerned.  “I don’t think he saw anything.”

“Except a strange man alone with his wife in his house,” I said with pursed lips.  “This wasn’t a good idea Cam.”

“No, it wasn’t,” Cam agreed, looking regretful.  “I’m sorry.  We’ll be more careful next time.”

I couldn’t help smiling at him.  In bed, he was so physical and dominate.  At the gym too.  But once you got to know him, he was sweet, and easy going.  I found that combination really charming and attractive.  

“Come on, you better go before he gets back,” I said, taking his hand and leading him to the garage.

Next to his car, Cam pulled me into his arms and kissed me.  

“Cam, Mike will be right back!” I objected, trying to pull away.  But he pulled me to him again.  This time when he kissed me, I kissed him back.  He moved his hands over my body.  I was already wet, and my knees buckled when he reached under my shirt.  “Are you freaking crazy?” I said, pulling away.  We were both panting.  Cam’s pants were tented with his erection, just like my nipples were hard and my pussy wet.  

“You need to go,” I told him.  But Cam reached for me again.  I giggled as I evaded his hands.  I could see he was hungry for me and that made me happy.  He got his arms around my waist and pulled me to him.

“You’ve told Mike about me?” he asked.

“Yes, a little.”

“You think he suspects anything?”

“Maybe,” I said with a shrug.  “Don’t worry.  I’ll handle him.”

“No offense, but I wouldn’t have pegged you with him,” Cam said.

“People always say that,” I told him.  “But it’s true, opposites attract.”

“I guess,” Cam said with another shrug.  He pulled me closer and kissed me.  “Let’s skip the gym tomorrow,” he said between kisses.  “Come straight to my apartment.  Right after you drop off Anna.”

“Tomorrow’s Saturday, you goof,” I said with a grin at him.

“I can’t wait until Monday!” Cam screamed with desperation, reaching for me again.  I laughed.

“I need to see you this weekend,” he urgently said.  He was practically begging me.

I hesitated only a moment.  “Okay,” I said.  “I’ll work something out.  I’ll text you.”  We kissed again.  A long lingering kiss.  A kiss that had me tingling from my toes to my fingertips.  A kiss that left us both panting again, and wanting more. 
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WHEN I GOT HOME WITH Anna, Jen was finishing dinner.  She looked normal, just a typical Friday night, no biggie that only moments ago she’d been alone with her lover in our house.  In my house.  In the house we were raising Anna.

I wanted to talk to her but it was impossible.  Anna was being Anna and jumping off the walls.  I had to devote all my attention to our very active and precocious pre-schooler.

But once we got Anna to bed, I confronted Jen.  “What happened?!” I demanded, grabbing her arms.

“Mike calm down,” Jen said with a soothing palm to my chest.  

“Did you do it to punish me?” I asked.  “To teach me a lesson because I pushed you too hard last night?”

“No,” Jen said.  Then after a moment, she grinned and said, “Well, maybe, a little.”

Jen’s smile and confession enraged me.  But they disarmed me too.  “Just tell me what happened,” I said to her.

So, we sat down on the sofa in the family room and Jen explained.  After dropping Anna off at school, she went to the gym.  She did yoga, and then lifted and stretched with Cam.  While stretching, she tweaked a muscle in the back of her thigh.  She decided to go home and ice her leg, rather than go with Cam to his apartment.  Cam called later that afternoon to check on her.  Jen said her leg still hurt, and he insisted on coming to our house to give her some PT.  

“What’d you do when he got here?” I asked.

“Nothing,” Jen said.  “We kissed some but that’s all.”

“You kissed him with Anna here?” I said incredulously.

“Do you think I’m crazy?” she said.  “Anna was at Steph’s.  I took her over after talking to Cam.  Don’t worry.  He parked in the garage.  No one saw him.”

“But you were alone, in my house, with another man,” I said, my words coming out like an accusation.

“I thought this was my house too, Michael,” Jen said.  She often called me Michael when she disliked something I said or did.  Then she gave me a teasing grin and said, “And Cam’s not just ‘another man.’  He’s my boyfriend, right?  So, Cam’s more than just another man.  He has rights over me.”

I frowned, knowing she was dicking with me about last night, when I cajoled her to call Cam her boyfriend.  “Why does he call you T?” I asked her.

“You know – my text name,” Jen said, referring to Tiny Dancer.  

“I gave you that name!” I snapped.  

“I know,” Jen said.

“So, why’s he using it?” I asked crossly. 

“I don’t know.  He just started calling me that,” Jen said with a shrug.  “And he’s not exactly using it.”

“He calls you T!” I pointed out to her.

“But that’s not Tiny Dancer.”

“But it comes from Tiny Dancer!”

“Mike, god ... does this really bother you?” Jen said with exasperation.

It DID bother me!  When we got remarried, we decided to get new phones with new telephone numbers, to wipe out all the painful text history.  We let each other name our phones.  Jen called me Hunka because I was her “hunka hunka burning love.”  I called her Tiny Dancer.  It was from the Elton John song:

Ballerina, you must have seen her dancing in the sand,

And now she's in me, always with me, Tiny Dancer in my hand ....

Jen was MY Tiny Dancer!  Mine!  And now Cam was trying to take the name for his own! 

“Mike baby, come on, it’s nothing,” Jen said, leaning into me and rubbing my back.  “He can call me T but that doesn’t mean I’m his Tiny Dancer.  I’m your Tiny Dancer.”

She kissed me on the cheek, to reassure me.  I turned my head, so our lips touched.  We kissed, and I hungrily pushed my tongue into her mouth.  “So, all you did was kiss?” I asked her in a low, throaty voice.

“Mostly just kiss,” she said as she kissed me again.

I pulled away to look at her.  “What else?” I demanded.

“Well, I guess you’d say we made out.”

“Like we’re doing?” I asked as I pressed my lips against hers.

“Yes,” Jen said.  “In fact, right here, where we’re sitting.  Except, Cam had my blouse and bra off.  And he was working on my jeans.”

I pulled back and looked at my wife.  Although we’d been kissing, she was still fully dressed.  I hadn’t tried to undress her.  I felt like she was comparing me to Cam, and that bothered me. It made me feel insecure and inadequate.  

I remembered Cam sizing me up.  He was over a half foot taller and probably 100 pounds heavier, all muscle.  And on top of that, he was aggressive with my wife, disposing of her blouse and bra whenever he felt like it.  I was more patient and loving, making my moves with Jen only when I sensed she was ready, never pushing her, never forcing her, always treating her as my equal partner in sex, just like in life.  

“Are you trying to say I’m not demanding enough with you?” I asked.  “That I should’ve undressed you by now?”

“No Mike,” Jen said.  “I’m your wife.  You can undress me now or later, whenever you want.” 

“I’m gonna fuck you tonight,” I told her.

With a grin, she said “Is that a threat or a promise, mister?”

“I’m just saying, you’re my wife, I can undress you whenever I want,” I said.

“Mike baby ...,” Jen said gently.  “That’s what I just said.”  She gave me a concerned look.  “Are you okay?”

I looked away, feeling like an idiot.  Sometimes I felt like I was going crazy when we played the game.  I got fixated on things, the smallest things set me off, I got obsessed with my wife and scrutinized everything she said and did.  I took a deep breath and took a moment to calm down. “So, he was working on your jeans?” I finally said, prompting her to continue her story.

“Yes.”

“And?”

“He got them unbuttoned,” Jen said.  “I wouldn’t let him take them off.  But he got them off my hips.  He put his hand in my panties.”

“Were you wet?”

“Yes.”

“Did he make you cum?”

“Yes,” Jen said.  “With his hand.”

I looked into my wife’s eyes and asked, “Then what did you do?”

“I made Cam cum,” Jen said, looking back into my eyes.  “With my mouth.  Right where you’re sitting.”  Then with a sly smile, she asked, “Do you taste him when you kiss me?”

I lurched and came.  Just like that.  I still had my pants on and Jen wasn’t touching me.  But I came, shooting off into my boxers.

Afterwards I felt embarrassed.  I couldn’t remember the last time I came like that, spontaneously ejaculating like a teenage boy.  Jen hugged my arm and cuddled against me.  Feeling her against me, feeling her love, it made me feel better.  “So, you did this to get back at me?” I eventually asked her.

“Not to get back at you,” Jen said.  “To show you what might happen if you push too hard.  Cam’s wanted to come over before.  I always told him no.  This time I let him.  I lied and said you were working late.  I wanted you to see us together.  How did you feel when you saw him?”

“Bothered.  But excited too,” I said.  With a sheepish grin, I said, “It got me hot.  So, I’m not sure how good a lesson this was.”

“But what if it happened all the time?” Jen asked.  “What if you got home and I wasn’t here?  Or I was upstairs with Cam?  Or if I spent overnights with him?  Or weekends?  How would you like that?”

“What about Anna?”

“I can always get a babysitter, Mike,” Jen pointed out.  “Is that what you want?  For me to get a sitter – maybe a live in nanny—so I can be with Cam more?”

“No,” I told her immediately.  

“You have to stop pushing,” Jen told me.  “Some things are okay.  But when you push me to fall in love with Cam, that’s not okay.”

“Like showering with him,” I said.

“Yes,” Jen said.  “That’s something I only do with you.  Like washing my hair.  I know it sounds stupid, but that’s really special to me.  It’s really intimate to me.  And only you do that.  It’s important to have things only you do.  Otherwise, the lines get blurry.”  

“Yeah, I get that,” I said.  “I understand better now.”

Jen gave me a long look.  She heard the disappointment in my voice.  And I was disappointed, to a certain extent.  It’s like what I said before.  A big part of the thrill was the risk.  If you diminish the risk, you also diminish the thrill.

“Mike ...,” Jen said with a laugh.  “Don’t be like that.  I’m going to make you so jealous, and hurt you so much, and get you so hot, your dick is gonna scream for me to make you cum.  Okay?”

“Okay,” I said grinning back at her.

Jen smiled at me.  Then she shifted on the sofa, so she was sideways.  She raised one long leg and pressed her pretty painted toes against my lips.  “Now do your job,” she said with a grin still on her pretty face.  “Prove to me you’re better at eating pussy than my boyfriend.  Then after you make me cum, you can fuck me.” 

My eyes opened wide at how demanding she was being.  She was smiling so I knew she was partly joking, but she was serious too.  I was her cuck and it was my job to give her pleasure.  And this way I got to reclaim her after being with her lover – her boyfriend.  All this got me hot.  My head swirled with cuckold lust.  

I hurriedly pulled down her jeans, and lowered my head to her pussy.  I began eating her out, using all my tricks and magic to prove to her that, at least with my tongue, I was better than Cam.
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CHAPTER 2
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I finally got to see Jen with Cam 2 days later, on Sunday.  We did it after church.

Jen wanted to see Cam and I was all for it.  She had an idea for me to watch too.  But like most weekends we were busy.  And we needed a babysitter for Anna.  Despite what Jen said, it wasn’t easy getting a sitter.  But church offered the opportunity because they always had Sunday school after the service.  We’d have almost 2 hours.  

But where?  Two hours wasn’t enough time for a roundtrip to Cam’s apartment.  Then Jen had an idea.  The mall.

Actually, the mall’s underground parking lot.  It was rarely used because most people preferred to park above ground.  Also it was kind of out of the way relative to the mall, and on a Sunday, we knew it would be empty.

Jen texted Cam and told him to meet in the mall’s underground parking lot.  We got there early in our SUV, the car Jen drove.  We went there right after church.  Because of that, Jen was in one of her church dresses.  The dress showed off her slim figure, but it showed no skin and went down to her knees.  She looked so innocent and pure in her church dress, which made what she was doing so much more wicked and naughty.  

As we expected, the lot was empty.  I got out and hid in a dark corner behind a big concrete column.  I had a perfect view of the SUV but the column shielded me from view.
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